
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

FROM THE DAY-BOOK OF A FORGOTTEN 
PRINCE 

My father is happy or we should be poor. 
His gateway is wide, and the folk of the moor 
Come singing so gaily right up to the door. 

We live in a castle that's dingy and old; 
The casements are broken, the corridors cold, 
The larder is empty, the cook is a scold. 

But father can dance, and his singing is loud. 
From meadow and highway there's always a crowd 
That gathers to hear him, and this makes him proud. 

He roars out a song in a voice that is sweet — 
Of grandeur that's gone, rare viands to eat, 
And treasure that used to be laid at his feet. 

He picks up his robe, faded, wrinkled and torn, 
Though banded in ermine, moth-eaten and worn, 
And held at the throat by a twisted old thorn. 

He leaps in the air with a rickety grace, 

And a kingly old smile illumines his face, 

While he fondles his beard and stares off into space. 

The villagers laugh, then look quickly away, 
And some of them kneel in the orchard to pray. 
I often hear whispers: "The old king is fey." 
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Jean Starr Untermeyer 

But after they're gone, we shall find, if you please, 
White loaves and a pigeon, and honey and cheese, 
And wine that we drink while I sit on his knees. 

And, while he sups, he will feed me and tell 

Of Mother, whom men used to call "The Gazelle," 

And of glorious times before the curse fell. 

And then he will fall, half-asleep, to the floor; 
The rafters will echo his quivering snore. . . . 
I go to find cook through the slack oaken door. 

My father is happy or we should be poor. 
His gateway is wide, and the folk of the moor 
Come singing so gaily right up to the door. 

Jean Starr Untermeyer 



A FILLET OF THORN 

Tell me, how can I sing 
Who have not tasted pain ? — 

Who, having grieved an hour, 
Laugh and am glad again? 

It will take a winter of frost, 
Aching and storm-filled years, 

Before I am lord of life, 
Before I am king of tears. 

Anita Grannis 
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